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AN 


1 
OCCASION? D 


By his MajEtsTy's late Royal 
ENCOURAGEMENT of the 
SEA SERVICE. 


Think My Self obliged to recommend 
to you a Conſideration of the greateſt 
Importance, and I ſhould look upon 
it as a great Happinels, if, at the Begin- 
ning of My Reign, I could ſee the Founda- 
ton laid of ſo great and neceſſary a Work, 
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Seamen in general; that they may be i 


it: A Conſideration worthy of the Reprey 
ſentatives of a People great, and flouriſhgs 
ing in Trade and Navigation. This lead 


as the Encreaſe and Encouragement of ou 


vited, rather than compell'd by Force ang 8 
Violence, to enter into the Service of thei® 
Country, as oft as Occaſion ſhall requir 


me to mention to you the Caſe of Green 
wich Hoſpital, that Care may be taken by 
ſome Addition to that Fund to render com 
fortable and effectual, that charitable Pro 


. viſion for the Support and Maintenanc 


of our Seamen, worn out, and becom 


_ decrepit by Age, and Infirmities, in th 
Service of their Country. | 


PATER * 


N 1 n a 
AGES nu, 4 A, au 4s. ef; 


* . 


— 
* ae. mY * 


I a 
> ang 
the? 
quir 
.epreg 
uri 
lea 6 228 


LD OCEAN's praiſe 
Demands my lays ; 
A truly-Britiſb Theme I fing ; 
A theme ſo great 
| I dare compleat, 
| And; join with Ocean, Ocean” s King. 
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10 II. 
; To Gods, and Kings, 
: The poet ſings ; 
| To Kings, and Gods the Muſe is dear; 
I The Muſe inſpires 
With all her fires ; 
| Begin, wy ſoul ! thy bold career; 
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To triumph o'er a Northern Iſie gpm 
| Late Time ſhall know 300 = 2 5 


If dread Auguſtus deign to ſmile. 


(6) 
III. 


From awful fate, 
From high debate, 
From morning ſplendors of a crown, 
| From homage pay d, 
From empires weigh'd, 


From plans of bl/z/ings, and renown. 


IV. 


Great Monarch ! bow 
| Thy beaming brow ; 
To Thee I ſtrike the ſounding lyre, 
Wo With proud deſign 
In verſe to ſhine ; 
To rival Greek, and Roman fire. 


V. 


The Roman Ode 
Majeſtick flow'd ; 

Its fream divinely clear, and ſtrong ; ; 
In ſenſe, and ſound, 
Thebes rowl'd profound; 


The torrent roar'd, and foam'd along, 


VI. 


Let Thebes, nor _—_ | 
So fam'd, preſume 


'The North can glow, 


be 


1 
VII. 


The work is done! 
The diſtant ſun 
ſmile ſupplies ! exalts my voice ! 
1 Thro' Earth's wide bound 
Shall George reſound, 
: 55 theme, by duty, and by choice. 


VIII. 


f The Naval crown 


i Is all his own ! 
| Our Fleet, if «war, or commerce call, 
| His will performs 
Thro' waves, and ſtorms, 
| And rides in triumph round the Ball. 


4 


$ 
F IX. 
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; Since then the Mair 
, Sublimes my ftrain, 
1 e whom ſhoyld I addreſs my ſong ? 
| To whom but Thee ? 
The boundleſs Sea, 


| And grateful _ to George belong, 


X. 


Hail mighty theme ! 
4 Rich Mine of fame | 
| If Gods invok'd extend their aid; 
1 Hail ſubject new / 
As Britain's due 
1 Reſerv'd by the Pierian maid. 
A 4 
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XI. 


(8) 
XI. 


Durſt Homer's Muſe, 
Or Pindar's chuſe 

To pour the billows on his ſtring ? 
No, both defraud 
The tuneful God; 


Scarce more ſublime, when JO VE they ſing. 


XII. 


No former Race, 
With ſtrong embrace, 
This theme to raviſh durſt aſpire; 
25 With virgin charms 
My ſoul it warms, 
And melts melodious on my lyre. 


XIII. . 


Now low, now high, 
My fingers fly, 


| Now pauſe, and now freſh Muſick ſpring 5 


Now dance, now creep, 
Now dive, now ſweep, 
And fetch the ſound from every firing, 


XIV. 


Now numbers riſe, 
Like virgin's ſighs ; 


The ſoft Favoniens melt away; 


As from the North, 
Now ruſhes forth 
A Butt, that thunders in my lar. 


(9) 
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My lays I file 

| With curious toil ; | 

Ye Graces! turn the growing lines, 
f On anvils neat 

Your ſtrokes repeat; 

At every ſtroke the work refines [ 


XVI. 


How muſick charms ? 

{ How metre warms ? 

Parent of actions good, and brave! 

' How vice it tames? 

And worth inflames ? 

And holds proud empire o'er the grave? 


. . 3 2 
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XVII. 
i Fove mark'd for man 
5 A ſcanty ſpan, 
But dent him wings to fly his doom: 
| Wit ſcorns the grave; 
: To wit he gave 
The life of Gods! immortal bloom 


XVIII. 


p 
; 


Since years will fly, 
And pleaſures die, 
Day after day, as years advance; 
Since while life laſts, 
Joy ſuffers blaſts 
From frowning fate, and fickle chance 3 


( 10) 
XIX. 


Nor Life is long ; 
But ſoon we throng, 
Like Autumn leaves, Death's palid ſhore ; 
We make, at leaſt, 
Of bad the beft, 


If in life's phantom, Fame, we ſoar. 
XX. 


Our ftrains divide 
The Laurels pride; 
Wich thoſe we lift to life, we live; 
: By fame enroll'd 
With heroes bold, | 
And ſhares the bleſſings, which we give. 


XXI. 


What Hero's praiſe 
Can fire my lays, 
Like his, with whom my lay begun ? 
* Juſtice /rcere, 
« And Courage clear, 
* Riſe the two columns of his throne. 


XXII. 


&« How form'd for fway? 
« hs look, obey, 
* They read the Monarch in his port. 
« Their love, and awe, 
« Supply the law; 
Aud his own lufire makes the court. 
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(11) 
XXIII. 


c But ſhines ſupream, 
here Heroes flame, 

© Ty War's bigh-hearted pomp he prides! 
ö % By godlike arts 

«© Enthron'd in hearts, 


4 Our boſom d- lord oer wills preſides. 


; XXIV : 


Our factions end! 
: The nations bend! 
For when Britannia's ſons combin'd, 3 
; In fair array, 
| All march one way ; 
| They march the terror of mankind, 


XXV. 


If equal all 
2 Who tread the ball, 
} Our bounded proſpeR; here, would end; 
But Heroes prove 
: As ſteps to Jowe, 
E which our thoughts, with eaſe, aſcend. 


XXVI. 


From what we view 


4 We take the clue, 

nich leads from great, to greater things; 
3 Mien doubt no more, 

4 But Gods adore, 


V zen ſuch reſemblance ſhines i in Kings. 


4 


2 


XXII. g 
| On yonder height, , 
1 What golden light 4 
| Triumphant ſhines? and ſhines alone! ] 
if | Unrivall'd blaze! ö 
| | The nations gaze! | L 
l Tis not the ſun, tis Britain's throne, | 
14 | 1 
| XXVII. 8 f 
| Ih} Our monarch there, y 
| if Rear'd high in air, _=_ 
| | j Should tempeſts riſe, diſdains to bend; z 
| i Like Brieiſb oak, : 
1 Derides the ſtroke; ; 
ii His blooming honours far extend ! 
10 
| | XXIX. 
1 
| h Beneath them lies, 
0 | With lifted eyes, 
I Fair Albion, like an amorous maid, 
While Intereſt wings, 
- Bold, foreign Kings 
To fly, like eagles, to his ſhade, f 4 
XXX. 
At his proud foot 
The Sea pour'd out, 
Immortal nouriſhment ſupplies ; 
Thence wealth, and fate, 
And pow'r, and Fate, 


Which Europe reads in George's eyes. 
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' Nan hos gu Hſitum munits in uſas, Virg. 


O N 


Lyrick Pocery. 


OW imperfe& ſoever my own Com- 
poſition may be, yet am I willing to 
ſpeak a Word or two of the Nature 
| of Lyrick Poetry ; to ſhew that I have, 
at leaſt, ſome Idea of Perfection in that 
kind of Poem in which I am engaged; 
and that I do not think my ſelf Poet 
enough entirely to rely on Inſpiration for my Succeſs in it. 
To our having, or not having this Idea of Perfection in 
the Poem we undertake, is chiefly owing the Merit, or De- 
merit of our Performances, as alſo the Modeſty, or Va- 
nity of our Opinions concerning them. And in ſpeaking 
of it I ſhall ſhow how it unavoidably comes to paß, that 
bad Poets, that is Poets in general, are eſteein'd, and really 
are the moſt vain, the moſt irritable, and molt ridiculous 
Set of men upon earth. But Poetry in its own nature is 
certainly, 


He 


"4 _—_— _ p__ CI , 


(14) 
He that has an Idea of Perfection in the Work he under- 
takes may fail in it; he that has not, mut: And yet he 
will be vain. For every little degree of Beauty, how 
ſhort, or improper ſoever, will be look'd on fondly by him 
becauſe it is all pure gains, and more than he promis'd to 
himſelf: And becauſe he has no Teſt, or Standard in his 
Judgment, with which to chaſtiſe his opinion of it. 
Now this Idea of Perfection is, in Poetry more refin'd, 
than in other kinds of writing; and becauſe more refin'd, 
therefore more difficult, therefore more rarely attain'd ; 
and the non-attainment of it, is, (as I have ſaid} the 
Source of our Vanity. Hence the Poctick Clan are 
more obnoxious to vanity than others. And from Vanity 
conſequentially flows that great ſenſibility of diſreſpect, 
that guick reſentment, that tinder of the Mind that kindles 
at every ſpark, and juſtly marks them out for the Genus 
Trritabile among mankind. And from this combuſtible 
temper, this ſerious anger for no very ſerious things, 
Things look'd on by moſt as forcign to the Important 
Points of Life, as conſequentially flows the Inheritance 
of Ridicule, which devolves on them, from Generation to 
Generation. As ſoon as they become Authors, they be- 
come like Ben. 7 0/n/on's angry Boy, and learn the Art 
of Quarrel. 


Concordes Anime, dum note premuntur ; 
Heu] quantum inter ſe bellum, fi lumina vitæ 
Attigerint, quantas acies, flragemque ciebunt ? 
Dui 7 wvenes ! quantas oftentant, aſpice, wires, 

Ne, Pueri ! we tanta animis afſueſcite bella. 

Tugque prior, Tu parce, genus qui ducts Olympo, 
Syderio flagrans clypeo, & cæœleſtibus armis, 

Projice a manu, ſanguis meus J 

Nec Te ulla facies, non terruit ipſe Typhoeus 

Arduus, arma tenens; non Te Meſſapus, & Ufens, 
Contemptorgue Deum Mezentius. Virg. 


But to return. He that has this Idea of Perfection in 
the Work he undertakes, however ſucceſsful he is, will 
yet be modeſt; becauſe to riſe up to that Idea, which he 
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; (1) 

propoſed for his model, is almoſt, if not abſolutely, im- 
poſſible. 

Theſe two Obſervations account for what may ſeem as 
Krange, as it is igfallibly true; I mean, they ſhew us 
2 good writers have the loweſt, and bad writers the 
higheſt opinion of their own performances. They who 
ave only a partial Idea of this perfection, as their porti- 
on of Ignorance, or Knowledge of it, is greater or leſs, 
have proportionable degrees of Modeſty, or Conceit. 
Nor, (tho? natural good Underſtanding makes a tole- 
xably juſt judgment in things of this nature,) will the 
Reader judge the worſe, for forming to himſelf a notion 
of what he ought to expect from the Piece he has in hand, 
before he begins his peruſal of it. 

The Ode, as it is the eldeſt kind of Poetry, ſo it is 
more Spirituous, and more remote from Proſe than any 
Other, in Senſe, Sound, Expreſſion, and Conduct. Its 
thoughts ſhould be uncommon, ſublime, and moral; Its 
numbers full, eaſy, and moſt harmonious ; Its expreſſion 
pure, ſtrong, delicate, yet unaffected; and of a curious 
Felicity beyond other Poems; Its conduct ſhould be raptu- 
vous, ſomewhat abrupt, and immethodical to a vulgar 
Eye. That apparent order, and conneCtion, which gives 
form and life to ſome compoſitions takes away the very 
Soul of this. Fire, elevation, and ſelect thought, are in- 
Aiſpenſable; an humble, tame, and vulgar Ode is the 
Moſt pitiful error a pen can commit. 


* Muſa dedit Fidibus Divos, pueroſque Deorum. 


And as its ſabjeckt are ſublime, its writers genius 
ſhould be ſo too; Otherwiſe it becomes the meaneſt 
thing in writing, (viz.) an izvoluntary Burleſgre. 

It is the genuine character, and merit of the Ode, a 
tle to ſtartle ſome apprehenſions. Men of cold Com- 
Nections are very apt to miſtake a want of vigour in 


* 


ments; and like perſons of a tender fight, they look 
5 bright objects in their natural luſtre, as too glaring; 
What is moſt delightful to a ſtronger eye, is painful to 


Mem. Thus Pinder, who hes as much Logick at the 


eir Imaginations, for a Delicacy of taſte in their Judg- 


bottom, 


— 1 
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think they ſee a Monſter, when they ſee a Man. 


(16) 
bottom, as Ariſtotle, or Exclid, to ſome Criticks has ap- 
peared as mad; and muſt appear ſo to all, who enjoy | 
no portion of his own divine Spirit. Dwarf-underſtand- 7 
ings, meaſuring Others by their own ſtandard, are apt to 


= Wd +» a =*% Rc. 


And indeed it ſeems to be the Amends which Nature 


makes to thoſe whom ſhe has not bleſs'd with an elevation 


of mind, to indulge them in the comfortable miſtake, * 
that all is wrong, which falls not within the narrow © F 
limits of their own Comprehenſions, and Reliſh. * 

Judgment, indeed, that maſculine power of mind, 


in Ode, as in all compoſitions, ſhould bear the ſupream 0 
Sway; and a beautiful Imagination, as its miſtreſs, 
ſhould be ſubdued to its dominion, Hence, and hence 
only can proceed the faireſt Off- ſpring of the human 
mind, £1 

But then in Ode, there is this difference from other in 


kinds of Poetry; That, there, the Imagination, like a h. 


very beautiful Miſtreſs, is indulged in the appearance of ii 
domineering ; tho” the Judgment, like an Artful Lover, . 
in reality carries its point; and the leſs it is ſuſpected of th 
it, It ſhews the more maſterly conduct, and deſerves the 1 


greater commendation. | 

Ft holds true in this province of writing, as in war, 
The more danger, the more honour.” It mult be very 
Enterprizing, it muſt (in Shakeſpear's Style) have hair- 
breadth' Scapes; and often tread the very brink of Error: 
Nor can it ever deſerve the applauſe of the real Judge, gu 
unleſs it renders itſelf Obnoxious to the miſapprehenſions gr. 
of the Contrary. ; 5 
Such is Caſimire's Strain among the Moderns, whoſe? 
lively Wit, and happy Fire is an honour to them. And W. 
Buchanan might juſtly be much admir'd, if any thing ref 
more than the Sweetneſs of his Numbers, and the purity} 1] 
of his Diction, was his own: His Original from which nu 
J have taken my Motto, thro'all the Diſadvantages of a fla) 
northern, proſe-tranſlation, is ſtill admirable; and C- bea 
ley ſays, as preferable in Beauty to Buchanan, as Judea he 
is to Scotland. , bw 
. Pindar, Anacreon, Sapho and Horace, are the 22 
| eri 


N | 


— 


617 


Maſters of Lyric Poetry among Heathen writers. Pin- 
dar's muſe, like Sacharifa, is a ſtately, imperious, and ac- 
# compliſh'd Beauty; equally diſdaining the uſe of Art, 
and the fear of any Rival, ſo intoxicating that it was the 


4 higheſt commendation that could be given an Antient, 
n that he was not afraid to taſte of her charms. 
ay Pindarici fontis qui non expal uit hauſlus. 
ws = 
ad 5 A danger which Horace declares he durſt not run. 
3 Anacreon's Mule is like Amoret, moſt Sweet, Natu- 
', ral, and Delicate; all over Flowers, Graces, and Charms; 
3 inſpiring Complacency,not Awe ; and ſhe ſeems to have 
> good - nature enough to admiz a Rival, which ſhe cannot 
Vd. : 
mn 7 Sapho's Muſe like Lady ĩspaſſionately tender, 


and glowing ; like Oyl ſet on fire, ſhe is /of?, and warm, 
er in exceſs. Sapho has left us a few fragments only; Time 
a has ſwallow'd the reſt ; But that little which remains, 
of like the remaining Jewel of Cleopatra, after the other 
er, was diſſolv'd at her banquet, may be eſteem'd (as was 
of that Jewel) a ſuficient Ornament for the Goddeſs of 
he peauty herſelf. 
'2 Horace's mule, (like One I ſhall not preſume to name,) 
ar, is Corect, Solid, and Moral; ſhe joins all the Sweetneſs, 


ery and Majeſty, all the Senſe and the Fire of the former, in 
ur- the juſteſt proportions, and degrees; ſuperadding a felici- 
or: ty of dreſs entirely her own. She moreover is diſtin- 
ge, guiſhable by this particularity, That ſhe abounds in hidden 


graces, and ſecret charms, which none but the diſcerning 
ran diſcover : nor are any capable of doing full juſtice, 


1oſe in their opinion, to her Excellency's, without giving the 
And World, at the ſame time, an inconteſtable proof of 
ung fefinement in their own underſtandings. ON 

rit) But after all, to the Honour of our own Country I 


hich uſt add, that I think Mr. Dryden's Ode on St. Cecilia's 
of a flay inferior to no compoſition of this kind. It's chief 
w- deauty conſiſts in adapting the numbers moſt happily to 
udea ſhe variety of the Occaſion; Thoſe by which He has cho- 
Fen to expreſs Majeſty, (viz.) | 
ateſt| 1 5 B Aſſumes 
alteri} 


can 1 account for the Pleaſure of Rhyme in general (oi 


(18) 


Aſſumes the God, 
Aﬀects to nod, 
And ſeems to ſhake the Spheres, 


Are choſen in the following Ode, becauſe the Subject 
of it is Great. . 

For the Harmony likewiſe, I choſe the frequent return 
of Khyme; which laid me under great Difficulties, But 
Difiicuities overcome g.ve Grace, and Pleaſure, Nor 


which the Moderns are too fond) but from this Truth.“ 
But then the Writer muſt take care that the Difficulty 7 7 
75 overcome. That is, He muſt make Rhyme conſiſtent * 
with as perfect Senſe, and Eæpreſſion, as 8 be expected, 
if he was free from that Shackle. Otherwiſe it give 1 
neither Grace to the Work, nor Pleaſure to tlie Reader, Þ a 
nor, conſequently, reputation to the Poet. 11 
To ſum the Whole. Oe ſhould be peculiar, but no ; 
rain d; moral, but not flat; natural, but not obwiν d 9 
delicate, but not affected; noble but not ambitious; fun 
bat not oh cure; fiery but not mad ; thick, but not loaded i 
its Numbers, which ſhould be moſt Harmonious, wit! $: 
our the leaſt ſacrifise of exprefien, or of ſenſe, Above al e 
in this, as in every work of Genius, ſomewhat of a ,, 
Original Spirit ſhould be, at leaſt attempted ; other 01 
wiſe the Poet whole Character diſclaims Mediocrity, mak h- 
a ſecondary praiſe his ultimate ambition; which has ſom m 
thing of a contradiction in it. Originals only have tr th 
Life, and differ as much from the beſt Imitations, as Mii 
from the moſt animated Pictures of them. Nor is whats G, 
ſay at all inconſiſtent with a due deference for the gre: 
Standards of Antiquity ; nay, that very deference 1s # 
Argument or it, for doubtleſs their Example is on oil | 
fide in this matter. And we ſhould rather 1mitate the ma 
example in the general motives, and fundamental eth 
of their working, than in their vr themſelves. I. 
is a diſtinction, I think, not hitherto made, and a 
tinction of conſequence, For the fir, may make us th 


( 19 ) 


N Equals; the ſecond muft pronounce us their inferiors even 


in our utmoſt Succeſs. But the f of theſe Prizes is not 
ſo readily taken by the Moderns; as Valuables too maſſy 
for eaſy carriage are not ſo liable to the Thief. 


The Antients had a particular regard to the choice of 


eg their Subjects; which were generally National, and Great. 
ert My Subject is, in its own nature, Noble; moſt proper 


8 for an Engliſbman; never more proper than on this Oc- 


But 
Nor 
hea think with Mr. Cowley, that Muſick alone, ſometimes, 
ulty 3 makes an excellent Ode. 
ſtent © 
ted,” 
zive 
ade, 
in any degree, I have provided rather food for men, than 
t no 
genco for the ſake of the Deſign, which is the glory of 
my Country, and my King. | 


caſion; and (what is ſtrange) hitherto unſung. = 
If I ſtand not abſolutely condemn'd by my own Rules; 
Tf I have hit the Spirit of Ode in general; If I cannot 


Verſus inopes rerum, nu ga que canora 3 


If there is any thought, anthufia/m, and picture, which 
are as the body, ſoul, and robe of poetry; in a word, If 


air for Wits ; I hope ſmaller faults will meet with indul- 


And indeed, this may be ſaid, in general, That great 


Subjects are above being nice; That Dignity, and Spirit 
ever ſuffer frgm ſcrupulous Exactneſs; and That the 
SY minuter cares effeminate a Compoſition, Great Maſters 
2 of Poetry, Painting, and Statuary in their nobler works, 
© have even agected the contrary. And juſtly for a truly- 
Z maſculine Air partakes more of the. negligent, than of 
© the neat, both in writings and in Life. 


ECrand:is oratio haberet Majeftatis ſue pondus. 


PETRON. 


A poem, like a criminal, under too ſevere Correction, 


may loſe all its ſpirit, and expire. We know it was Faber 
Wimus, that was ſuch an artiſt at a Hair, or a Nail. And 


> know the cauſe was 


Duia ponere totum 
Neſciuo.  — mmm 


Ho R. 
B 2 3 


(20) , 

To cloſe ; If a Piece of this nature wants an Apology, 

I muſt own; that thoſe who have ſtrength of mind ſuſhi. * 
cient profitably to devote the whole of their time to the 
ſeverer Studies, I deſpair of imitating, I can only envy, 
and admire. The mind is reliev'd, and ſtrengthen'd by 
Variety; and he that /ozetimes is ſporting with his pen, 
is only taking the moſt effectual means of giving a gene- 
ral Importance to it. 'This truth 1s clear from the Know. 
ledge of human Nature, and of H Hory ; from which I 
could cite very celebrated Inſtances, did I not fear, 
That by citing them, I ſhould condemn my ſelf, Wo 
am ſo little qualify'd to follow their example in its full 
extent, 5 
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Concluding with a WIS . 


*** 


Let the Sea make a noiſe, let the Floods clap their hands, 


I, 


WEET rural Scene 
Of Flicks, and Green 
t careleſs eaſe my limbs are ſpread 3 | 
All nature ſtill, | — 
But yonder rill; 


4 nd liſt ning pines nod o'er my hea d . 
AN. | 
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In proſpe& wide, 34 
The boundleſs gyde /!. 
Waves ceaſe to foam, and winds to roar 
Without a breeze, 
The curling Seas 
Dance on, in mea ſure, to the ſhore, 


3 III. 
Who ſings the ſource 
Of wealth and force? 

Vaſt field of commerce, and big war 
Where wender, dwell ! 
Where tsrr075 (well ! 

And Neptune thunders from his car? 

IV. 


4. 
. 


Where ? where are they, | 
Whom Pæan's ray 


Has touch'd, and bid divinely rave 2 
: What, none aſpire ? 
I ſnatch the lyre, 


And plunge into the foaming wave. 


V. 


The ware reſounds l 
The rock rebounds ! 


The Nereids to my ſong reply! 


T lead the choir, 
And they confpire 
With voice and ſhell, to lift it high; 
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They ſpread in air 

E Their boſoms fair, 

Their verdant treſſes pour behind, 

The billows beat 

; With nimble feet, 

Wich notes triumphant ſwell the wind · 


VII. 
Who love the ſhore, 
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E Aol ap {or Ia; 


3 Let thoſe adore 
The God Apollo, and his nine, 


I Parnaſſus hill, 
9 And Orpheus ſkill ; 
But let Arion's harp be mine. 


E VIII . 


I The main! the main! 
| Is Britain's reign 3 
Her ſtrength, her glory is her fleet 3 
The main ! the main! 
| Be Pritain's ſtrain 
As Triton's ſtrong, as Syren's ſweet. 


IX. 
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| Thro' nature wide, 

1 Is nought deſcry'd 

3o rich in pleaſure, or ſurprize; 

N When all ſerene, 

4 How ſweet the ſcene ? 
How dreadful when the billows riſe ? 
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( 24 ) 


X. 


When ſtorms deface 
The fluid glaſs, 
In which e'er while Britannia fair 
Look'd down with pride, 
Like Ocean's bride, 
. Adjuſting her majeſtick air? 


XI. 


When Tempeſts ceaſe 
| And huſh'd in peace a 
The flatten'd ſurges ſmoothly ſpread, 
Deep ſilence keep, 
And ſeem to ſleep 
Recumbent on their oozy bed; 


XII. 
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With what a trance, 
The level glance 

Unbroken, ſhoots along the Seas? 
Which tempt from ſhore 
The painted oar ; 

And every canvas courts the breeze ! 
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XIII. 


When ruſhes forth 
The frowning North 4 
On blackning billows, with what dread = 
My ſhuddering ſoul 4 
Beholds them rowl, | E 
hears their rcarings o'er my head? 
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XIV. With 
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3 XIV. 

3 With terror, mark, 

1 Von flying bar 

q Now, center-deep deſcend the brave: 

4 Now, toſs'd on high 

" It takes the Sky, 

A feather on the tow'ring wave 

XV. 


Now, ſpins around 
In whirls profound ; 


Now, ſtunn'd, it reels 
Midſt thunders peals ; 


XVI. 


All Ether burns ! 
Chaos returns ! 
And blends, once more, the Seas and Skies; 
No ſpace between 
Thy boſom green, 
O Deep! and the blue Concave, lies. 


XVII. 
3 The northern blaſt, 
3 The ſhatter'd maſt, 
Ihe ſyrt, the whirlpool, and the rock, 
1 The breaking ſpout, 


The ſtars gone out, 


The boiling ſtreight, the monſters ſhock. 


Vitk 


1 And, now, fierce lightning fires the ſhrouds. 


Now, whelm'd ; now, pendant near the clouds; 


XVIII. 
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(26) 
XVIII, 


Let Others fear ; 

| 8 To Britain dear | 

— Whate'er promotes her darling claim; 
. Thoſe terrors charm, 

Which keep her warm 

In chaſe of honeſt gain, or fame. 


XIX. 


The Stars are bright 
To cheer tlie night, 
And ſhed, thro' ſhadows, temper'd fire; 
And Phebus flames 
With burniſh'd beams, 
Which ſome adore, and all admire. 


XX. 


Are then the Seas 
Outſhone by Theſe ? 
Bright Thezys ! thou art not outſhone 3 
With kinder beams, 
And ſofter gleams, 
Thy boſom wears them as thy own. 


XXI. 


There ſet in green 
| Gola-fiars are ſeen, 
A mantle rich! thy charms to wrap; 
And when the Sun 
His race has run, 


He falls enomour'd in thy lap. 
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The plunder of the invaded Main! 


(27) 
XXII, 


Thoſe Chudi whoſe dyes 

Adorn the Skies, 
That filver Snow; that pearly Rais; | 

Has Pha us ſtole 

To grace the pole, 


XXIII. 


The gaudy Bow 
Whole colours glow, 
Whoſe arch, ith {6 much skill is bent, 
To Phebus' ray 
Which paints ſo gay, 
By Thee, the watry Wolf was lent, 


XXIV. 


In chambers deep, 
Where waters fleep, 
What unknown I reaſures pave the floor? 
The Pearl in rows, 
Pale luſtre throws ; 
The Vealtb immenſe, which ſtorms devour; 


XXV. 


From Indian mines 
With proud deſigns 
The Merchant ſwoln, digs golden Ore, 
The tempeſts riſe, 
And ſeize the prize, 
And toſs him breathleſs on the ſhore, 


XXVI,. 


(28) 


XXVI. 


His Son complains 
14 In pious ſtrains 
Ahl eruel thirſt of Gold” he eries; 
| 


Then ploughs the main, 
In zeal for gain, 
19 The tears yet ſwelling in his Eyes. 


XXVII. 


Thou watry Vaſt! 
Whit mounds are caſt 
To bar thy dreadful flowings-o'er ? 
Thy proudeſt foam 
Muſt know it's home; 
But rage of Gold diſdains a ſhore, 


XXVIII, 


Gold pleaſure buys, 
But pleaſure dies, 
Too ſoon the groſs fruition cloys z - 
Tho' raptures court, 
The ſenſe is ſhort; 
But Virtue kindles living joys ; 
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XXIX. 


Joys felt alone] 
Joys ask'd of none! 
Which Time's, and Fortune's arrows mils ; 
Joys that ſubſiſt, : 
Tho? Fates reſiſt, 
An unprecarious, endleſs blifs ! 
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(29) 
XXX. 


The Soul refin'd 
Is moſt inclin'd 
To every moral excellence ; 
All vice is dull, 
A Knave's a Fool; 
And YVirtxe is the child of ſenſe. 


XXXI. 


The virtuous mind 
Nor wave, nor wind, 
Nor civil rage, nor tyrant's frown, 
The ſhaken Ball, 
Nor Planets fall, 
From its firm baſis can dethrone. 


XXXII. 


This Britain knows, 
And therefore glows 

With generous paſſions, and expends 
Her wealth, and zeal 
On publick weal, 

And brightens both by godlike ends, 


XXXIII. 


What end ſo great, 
As that which late 
Awoke the Genius of the main. 
Which towring roſe 
With George to cloſe, 
And point out great Elizg's reign ? 


XXXIV. 
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(30) 
XXXIV. 


A voice has flown 
From Britain's throne 
To reinflame a grand deſign ; 
That voice ſhall rear 
Yon “ Fabrick fair 
As Nature's roſe at the divine. 


XXXV. 


When nature ſprung 
Bleſt Angels ſung, 

And ſhouted o'er the riſing Ball; 
For ſtrains as high, 

| As man's can fly, 

Theſe ſca-devoted Honours call. 


XXXVT. 


From boiſterous Seas, 

The lap of Eaſe 

Receives our wwourded and our o; 
High domes aſcend ! 

Stretch'd arches bend ! 

Proud columns ſwell! wide gates unfold ! 


XXXVII. 


So ſleeps the grain; 
In foſtering rain, | 
And vital beams, till Fove deſcend 
Then, burſts the root! 
The verdures ſhoot ! 
And earth enrich, adorn, defend! 
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(gr) 
» XXXVIII. 


Here, ſoft-reclin'd, 

From wave, from wind, 
And Fortune's tempeſt ſafe aſhore, 

To cheat their care, 

Of former war 


They talk the pleaſing Sages o'er. 
XXXIX. 


In lenghthen'd tales, 
Our Fleet prevails ; 
In tales the lenitives of age / 
And, o'er the bowl, 
They fire the ſoul 
Of liſtning youth, to martial rage. 


XL. 


The ſtory done, 
I ̃ heir ſetting ſun 
Serenely ſmiling down the aug, 
In ſoft decay, 
They dropt away; 
And Honour leads them to their reſt. 


XLI. 


Unhappy they! 

And falſely gay! 
Who bask for ever in ſucceſs ; 

A conſtant feaſt 

Quite palls the taſte, 
And long enjoyment is diſtreſs. 


XLII. 
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XLII. 


What charms us moſt, 

Our joy, our boaſt, 
Familiar, loſes all its gloſs; 

And gold refin'd 

The ſated mind 
Faſtidious turns to perfect droſs. 


XLIII. 


When, after toil, 
His native ſoil, 
The panting Mariner regains, 
What tranſport flows 
| From bare repo/e ? 
We reap our pleaſure from our pains. 


XLIV. 


Ye warlike flain! 
Beneath the main, 

Wrapt in a watry winding ſheet ; 
Who bought with blood 
Your country's good, 

Your country's full-blown glory greet. 


XLV. 


What powerful charm 

Can Death diſarm ? 

Tour Jong, your iron ſlumbers break? 
By Jove, by Fame, 

By George's name, 


Awake l awake ! awake! 
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XLVI. Our 


( 33) 
XLVI. 


Our joy ſo proud, 

| Our ſhout ſo loud, 

Without a Charm the Dead might hear; 
And ſee, they rouze! 

4 Their awful brows, 

Deep ſcar'd, from 00zy pillows rear 


XLVII. 


With ſpiral ſhell, 
Full blaſted, tell, - 
That all your watry realms ſhould ring ; 
Your pear/-alcoves, 
Your coral-groves 
Should eccho zheirs, and Britain's King. 


XLVIII. 


As long as lars 
Guide mariners, 
As Carolina's virtues pleaſe, | 
Or Suns invite, - | 
The raviſh'd fight, | 
The Britiſb flag ſhall ſweep the Seas. 1 


XLIX. 


Peculiar both! 
, Our ſoils frong growth, 
And our bold Natives hardly mind; 
Sure Heaven beſpoke 
Our hearts, and oak, 
To give a Maſter to mankind. 
| C 


(34) 


Ls 


That nobleſt birth 
Of teeming Earth, 


: 


Of foreſt fair that daughter proud 


To foreign coaſts 
Our grandeur boaſts, 


And Britain's pleaſure ſpeaks aloud. 
LI. 


Now big with war 
Sends Fate from far, 
If rebel realms their Fate demand ; 
| Now, ſumptuous ſpoils | 
Of foreign Soils 
Pours in the boſom of our land. 


LII. 


Hence, Britain lays 
In ſcales, and weighs 

The Fates of Kingdoms, and of Kings; 
And as ſhe frowns, | 
Or ſmiles, on Crowns 

A night, or day of glory ſprings. 


LIII. 


Thus Ocean ſwells 
The ftreams, and rills, 
And to their borders lift them high; 
| Or elſe withdraws 
The mighty cauſe, 
And leaves their famiſt'd channels dry. 
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( 35) 
LIV. 


How mixt, how frail, 
How ſure to fail, 


Ts every pleaſure of Mankind: 


A damp deſtroys 
My blooming joys, 
While Britain's glory fires my mind. 


LV. 


For who can gaze 
On reſtleſs ſeas, 


Unſtruck with /fe's more reflleſs tate ?. 


Where al/ are toſs'd, 
And moſt are loſt 
By tides of paſſion, blaſts of Fate? 


EVI: 


The World's the maiz, 
How vext ? how vain ? 
Ambition ſwells, and Anger foams: 
May good men find, 
Beneath the wind, 
A noiſeleſs ſhore, unrufled homes! 


LVII. 


The publick ſcene 
Of harden'd men 
Teach me, O teach me to deſpiſe! 
The world few know | 
| But to their woe, 
Our crizes with our experience riſe ; 
| C2 


LVIII. All 
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(36) 
LVIII. 


All tender ſenſe 
Is baniſh'd thence, 


All maiden nature's firſt alarms ; 


What ſhock'd before 
Diſguſts no more, 
And what diſguſted has its charms, 


LIX. 


In landſkips green 
True 6b/i/5 is ſeen, 
With Innocence, in ſhades, ſhe ſports ; 
In wealthy towns 
Proud /abowr frowns, 
And painted ſorrow {miles in courts. 


LX. 


Theſe ſcenes untry d 
Seduc'd by pride, 
To Fortune's arrows barr'd my breaſt; 
"Till Viſaom came, 
A hoary dame! 
And told me pleaſure was in reft. 


LXI. 


* O may I fieal 
* Along the vale 
*« Of humble life, ſecure from foes ! 
„ friend fincere ! 
* My judgment clear 
« And gentle buſineſs my repoſe! 
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LXII. 


— — 
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« My mind be ſtrong 
© To combat wrong ! 
% Grateful, O King! for favours ſhown! 
«© Soft to complain 
* For other's pain ö 
vo © And hold to triumph o'er my own ! 


LXIII. 


*« (When Fortunes kind,) 
Acute to find, 

& And warm to reliſh every Boon 
« And wile to /till 
* Phantaſtick 7/1, 


* TV hoſe frightful Spectres talk at noon |! 
| LXIV. 


« No fruitleſs toils ! 
No brainleſs broils ! 
«© Each moment lewell d at the mark! 
* Our day /o ſhort 
* Invites to port; 
* Be ſad, and ſolemn when tis dark. 


LXV. 


6 Yet Prudence i 
% Rein thou my will ! 


„ hat's moſt important, make aft dear! 


* For "tis in this 
* Refides true Bliſs ; 
* True Bliſs, a Diity ſevere ! 


LXVI. * When 


638) 
LXVI. 


hen temper leans 
* To gayer ſcenes, 
And ſerious life void moments ſpares, 
« The ſylvan chace 
% My finews brace ! 
Or ſong unbend my mind from cares ! 


* 


LXVII. 


« Nor un my foul! 
* The genial bowl, 
pere mirth, good nature, ſpirit yoo ! 
* Ingredients The, 
% Above, to pleaſe 
* The laughing Gods, the wile, below, 


LXVIII. 


« Tho" rich the wine, 
„More wit, than wine, 
& More ſenſe, than wit, good-will Han art; 
* May TIprovide! 
Fair truth, my pride 
* My Fey, the converſe of the heart! 


LXIX. 


« The gloomy brow, 
% The broken vow, 
« To diftant climes, ye Gods ! remove! 
* The nobly foul'd 
« Their commerce hold 


&« With * truth, and looks of love! 


LXX. @ 


(39) 
LXX. 


6 O glorious aim! 
* O avealth ſupreme ! 
* Divine Benevolence of ſoul ! 
* That greatly glows, 
% Ard freely flows, 
9% Aud in one bleſſing graſps the Whole | 


LXXI. 


© Prophetic Schemes, 
& And golden dreams, 
e May 1, unſanguin, caſt away! 
% Have, what J have! 
And live, not leave, 
«© Enamour'd of the preſent day ! 


— 


LXXII. 


% My hours my own! 

« My faults unknown! 
* My chief revenue in content! 

« Then, leave one bram 

« Of honeſt fame! 
Aud ſcorn the labour d monument 


LXXIII. 


% Unhurt my urn ? 
_ & Till that great Turn 
* When mighty Nature's ſelf all die 
« Time ceaſe to glide, | 
% With human pride, 
Sant inthe OCEAN of Eternity. 


\ FINS. 


A CAT ALO GU E of Plays, Prin- 
ted for, and ſold by GEORGE RISK, 
Bookſeller, at Shakeſear s- Head in 


Dame-freet. 


TRA G E. DI E 8. 
Air Penitent. 
he Lady Jane Gray. 
The Royal Convert. 
Ulyfles. | 
The Ambitious Seer Mo- 
ther. 
Tamerlane. 
Hannibal's overthrow. 
Mithridates King of Pon- 
tus. 

The Albion Queens, or 
Mary Queen of Scots. 
Virtue betrayed, or Ann 

Bullen. 
The Unhappy Favourite, 
or the Earl of Eſſex. 
Seſoſtris. or Royalty in 
Diſguiſe. 

Bufiris King of Egypt. 

Euridice. 

Philotas. 

Victim. 

Thomſon's Sophonisba. 

Timoleon. 

Frederick Duke of Brun» 
ſwick. 

The Miſer. 

Themiſtocles. 

Philip of Macedon. 

The Heroick . 

Heroick Love. 

Abra- Mule, or Loys 
Empire. 


Cato. 
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Sir Walter Raleig A N N 


War, 


Alzira. 
The Fatal Secret. 
Philaer, or Love lies a 
Bleeding. | 
Don Carlos Prince of 
| vain, 
he! Mourning Bride. 


"COMEDIES. 


The Merry Wives of 


Windſor. 
Funcral or Grief Alamode. 
The Tender Husband. 


The Lying Lovers. 


The Conicious Lovers. 
Love and a Bottle. 


Conſtant Couple, or a Trip ; 


to the Jubilee. 
Sir Harry Wildair. 


Inconſtant, or the way to | 


win him. 
The Twin Rivals. 
The Rehearfal. 


Provok'd Huſband, or a | 


Journey to London, 
Provok'd Wife. 
Relapſe. 
Eſop, 2 Parts. 
Love's laſt Shift, or the 
Fool in Faſhion. 


Love makes a man, or the 


Fop's Fortune. 
he Lover. 


As 


bg the Ladies 


78 * eſter. 


eee 


r 


r 


us Duel, or a Soldier] 
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